REJECTED    PROSE
rarely wrote:   a genuine Poe story would
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the last in the world to excite an editor's
enthusiasm. True, A Mote is an excursion
into regions of cthe grotesque and arabesque',
but the atmosphere, the method of approach,
the point of view, are not in the least reminis-
cent of Poe. The very essence of such tales
as Li get a, Berenice, The Black Cat^ The Fall
of the House of Usher, is a spiritual anguish,

*-/                                                        +J                                                             i                                          Gt

They are forced from the writer by some dark,
secret collaborator; they are written with the
terrible intensity of one who abandons himself
to an obsession. They are deliberate in their
art, but the Impulse behind them Is drawn Into
a certain path by a tormented soul that must
give expression to what haunts it. A Mote is
gruesome, fantastic, but it Is not a veiled con-
fession, it is not a cry for help; compared with
Berenice it is the lightest and gayest of fancies.
What an editorial note might have pointed out
is just the absence of any traceable spiritual
influence in the new story, its complete origin-
ality, not so much of style as of substance.
We are conscious of something entirely fresh,
distinctly strange, rather whimsical perhaps,
and rather baffling.' A keen interest is awak-
ened; a difficult thing has been not quite
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